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" He's gone to Rouen," said I. " You know what
he is. Got a lift in a car for a monkey. When he's
had a hell of a lunch at the best hotel, he'll buy the
bread and the ham and hire a car back. And he'll
pitch some tale of having been carried on past the
village before he knew where he was."
"I refuse to believe it," said Daphne. "He'd
never dare/*
" Well, where is he, then ? " said I. " He left here
soon after eleven, and now it's three. I mean, five
miles in four hours ..."
A shuffle upon the terrace brought us pell-mell to
the window to learn the truth.
We were just in time to see Berry cross the flags
and come to the balustrade. That he was heavy-
laden I cannot deny. On his back was a sack to the
neck of which he was clinging as though it were full
of gold. He reminded me of a gnome in a fairytale.
The balustrade he used as a porter's rest/ Gingerly
he lowered the sack till it rested upon the stone:
then he tamed round and lifted it down to the
flags. Then he lay down on his back and dosed
his eyes.
All this in a pregnant silence we dared not break.
His air was that of a saint from whom great tribulation
has taken the uige to live.
My sister steadied herself and lifted her voice.
" Are you very done, old fellow ? "
Her husband opened his eyes.
" Hush," he said. " There's illness in the house.
At least, w>t in the house: cm the terrace. Somebody's
serkmsly^ flL I don't thfnk. they're going, to live."
Ha closed his eyes again. " They'll have to be fed,
of ccmise* Tliere's some stuff that tools like jelly
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